ARMINIUS IN THE CHERRY TREE

Priscus. 'What is it?' he whispered, weak and tired
now; but Priscus, all horrified, turned away. He
rolled half over, sick and aching, and saw them lift
Italicus; the boy's pink face was like skim-milk now,
with bright red dabs of blood, his mouth hung open;
he looked very odd with his legs dangling like roots.

Now they were looking at him; he heard one whis-
per to another: 'Barbarian!' Then things began to
break up and clear again, not just faces and blood,
but people he knew, his cousin, hurt, broken, his
doing! Oh, Barbarian, this was what came of it, once
he had let it into his mind that he was different after
all. 'Priscus!' he called, agonized, 'Priscus, what have
I done? Have I killed anyone?'

Priscus came over, looking at him, judging, the
young Roman: 'No one is killed. But Italicus is badly
hurt/

'I think I was mad. I didn't know. Priscus, are
you sure it was I that did it?'

'Of course.' Priscus came nearer, frowning.
'You'd better get up; and come in. I must tell my
father.'

They went away, looking at one another and then
back at him, coldly, as at some beaten and powerless
enemy; Priscus walked a little apart from the others
with his hands behind his back twisting and un-
twisting. The sun was sloping now, the shadows of
the cherry trees deep and cool. Thymelicus lay for a
long time in the grass, then slowly hoisted himself
into the tree again, and sat there heavily, watchinsr a
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